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ANMARIE TRIMBLE 
Ouija flood 
Hysteric February and I 
sobbed six inches in two nights -
Your scent still in my bed, 
I throw the sheet downstairs. 
It drowns, Ophelia in my basement. 
The water is deep. · 
Paper and detritus drift. . .lilies 
then tea leaves, sticking against the stairs 
into clumps of fortune 
telling me I'm abandoned. 
I wade in, read messages 
against family archetypes -
Zenith short wave, 
Grandma's Prohibition beer vat, 
unpaired stilettos, Elvis 45's -
other people's memories 
of dance and high -fidelity. 
Enter my deus ex machina -
The pump jumps. 
Currents eddy around 
empty bluing bottles and 
something resembling 
exploded bread loaves. 




"payment due upon" 
"do not cover misuse" -
all fortunes, facing the wrong way. 
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ANMARIE TRIMBLE 
Ode to my 216th egg 
The body smells 
of a cell giving up. 
The month dies faceless, 
limbless, heartless, 
half the code, 
free to go as the 
big clock pleases, 
remembering me to 
unsecretive messy secrets, 
charades explained through 
matriline and hygiene package. 
Some women writhe, 
stuck with the tide's 
voodoo pins and moon's 
kick to the stomach, 
leaving me to ponder 
doubling over, 
girls sitting out gym class, 
female prehistory and fitness 
measured by flight from bears and lions. 
I feel the infinitesimal . 
ache of that which is bigger 
than me, nurturing 
the possibility of diaries, 
of biographies, 
epics and photographs 
until the species fall to the 
twenty-six million year 
cycle of extinctions. · 
This burden, this dwarf star, 
this medicine ball, 
the weight of it. 
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